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night of the first day's journey, in a rainstorm such
as our summer rarely gives in the mountains, and
we made the unique and fascinating journey down
the Kaquette Kiver together; Agassiz taking his place
in my boat, each other member of the party Having
his own guide and boat.

The scene, like the company, exists no longer.
There is a river which still flows where the other
flowed; but, like the water that has passed its rap-
ids, and the guests that have gone the way of all
those who have lived, it is something different.
Then it was a deep, mysterious stream, meandering
through unbroken forests, walled up on either side
in green shade, the trees of centuries leaning over
to welcome and shelter the voyager, flowing silently
in great sweeps of dark water, with, at long inter-
vals, a lagoon setting back into the wider forest
around, enameled with pond lilies and sagittaria,
and the refuge of undisturbed waterfowl and brows-
ing deer. Our lake lay at the head of such a
lagoon, a devious outlet of the basin of which the
lake occupied the principal expanse, reached through
three miles of no-man's route, framed in green hills
forest-clad up to their summits. The camp was a
shelter of spruce bark, open wide in front and closed
at the ends, drawn on three faces of an octohedron
facing the fireplace. The beds were made of layers
of spruce and other fir branches spread on the ground
and covered with the fragrant twigs of the arbor
vitse. Two huge maples overhung the camp, and
at a distance of twenty feet from our lodge we en- them ats,ant, and then,was urged on
